
Fucked-Up Fairy Tales  

Snow White and the Woodsman  

"Mirror, mirror, on the wall, who is the bustiest babe of all?" 

The Queen smiled, thrusting her chest forward. She knew, of course, that the answer would be her. It had been her for decades, and she had long been confident that it would be her for all time.  

Until a a week ago, when her damned step-daughter Snow White blossomed, her chest had shot out, expanding from a perky, pert pair to a set of full, voluptuous breasts. The Queen had seen it coming, but had still believed—or perhaps hoped—her own tits to be superior.  

But the mirror had disagreed...  

"You were once had the finest chest, but now your daughter's are the best."  

She'd been furious, ranting and raving at the mirror, telling it that no one could compete with her... but she knew that the magical device could only tell the the truth.  

Her step-daughter's bust had surpassed her own.  

The Queen had tried every form of magic in her arsenal to reverse Snow's boob growth, but nothing had worked. Snow White's breasts were so full, so perfect, that not even the most evil of incantations could affect them.  

But she hadn't given up. If magic wasn't going to work, she'd have to find another solution...  

***  

"No!" Snow White gasped, as the woodsman raised his axe. "Wait!"  

The woodsman stood above Snow White. He was doing all he could to ignore the girl's beauty; her porcelain skin and raven hair—he had initially been reluctant to go through with the Queen's request, but her offer had been too good to refuse.   

With the payment he was to receive, he could save his family. He could save his daughter.  

As he readied the swing that would end the princess’s life, Snow White’s gaze caught his. Her eyes were a stunning shade of green, and her plump lips were parted in a gasp. And her chest...  

The woodsman had never seen a chest so bodacious in his life. Her young breasts were truly enormous, the cleavage exposed by her tight corset revealing creamy, smooth flesh. He'd heard stories of the Queen's jealousy, and wondered if that was why she'd asked him to kill Snow White. And while the Queen's rack was undeniably bodacious, her step-daughter's tits were so much fuller... rounder... they were disproportionate to her slender frame, but in a way that only made them that much hotter.  

He didn't even realize he'd let out a groan until he saw Snow White's reaction. Her ruby-red lips parted in shock as she saw him staring.  

"Wait!" she repeated.  

The woodsman's arms were tiring from holding the axe aloft, but he was determined not to give in. It was his daughter's sickly condition that had made him take on the job; he needed the money the Queen had offered, and if the price of earning it was a young woman's life, so be it.  

This young woman would have to die, so that his precious daughter could live.  

"Please," Snow White said, and he could hear the fear in her voice. "Please, sir. You have me at your mercy. I'll do anything."  

His eyes flicked down to her breasts once more.  

He couldn't deny his curiosity. Even just the glimpse he'd seen of Snow White's cleavage would live on in his memory for as long as he lived, but he had the chance to see them, up close...  

It felt wrong, to take advantage of a young woman, no older than his own daughter... but a moment earlier, he'd been ready to kill her. That was, he knew, an act that would doom his soul for all eternity (a price he would pay tenfold, to save his daughter's life).  

So if he was destined for hell anyway...  

"Anything?" he repeated.  

Snow White nodded, and the woodsman lowered his axe.  

"Show me," he said, his voice raspy. Despite her obvious innocence, Snow White seemed to know exactly what he was asking. He watched as the teenage girl's hands moved slowly, even sensually, to her corset.  

With each loosened lace, her breasts surged forward, straining against the tight, silky fabric of her dress. Finally, she let the garment fall, her breasts bouncing free.  

They were so much larger than the woodsman could have imagined. So round and firm, yet at the same time so soft and buoyant. They were the perfect size for Snow White's petite frame, the ideal ratio between waist and hips and tits. And her nipples... they were pert, red as her lips, and the woodsman was desperate to taste them, to take those delicious, succulent nubs into his mouth and—  

"Please, sir," Snow White said, her voice steady. He didn't know what expression she held on her face—for the life of him, he couldn't tear his gaze away from her perfect breasts. "Please, may your axe be swift, and my death be painless."  

But—surprising even himself—the woodsman shook his head.  

"I could no longer remove such perfection from the world than I could pluck a star from the night sky," he sighed. "I fear you have me under your spell; I cannot deny that your body is the most beautiful I have ever beheld."  

Snow White laughed, an action that made her breasts wobble in a most appealing way. "There is no spell," she said, her hands moving to cup her huge, exposed tits. "Just this body that I was cursed with."  

She gave her boobs a squeeze, and the woodsman let out a soft moan. His axe fell to the ground, forgotten.  

"One cannot consider it a curse," he said, licking his lips. "To have been gifted a killer rack like thine."  

"Do you truly like what you see?” Snow White said, and had the woodsman been able to tear his gaze from the boobalicious sight in front of him, he may have seen a gleam in her eyes.  

"It is surely more perfect than anything else under the heavens," he confessed, watching as she dug her fingers into her soft tit-flesh, her humongous mounds giving way to her touch.  

"And yet, if you return to the Queen with no token of my death, she shall surely find me and have me killed."  

The woodsman nodded somberly. "'Tis true, fair maiden," he replied. "And likely me and mine as well."  

"Perhaps we can come up with a plan," the teenage girl said sweetly, pinching her nipples and causing them to harden in front of the woodsman's desirous gaze.  

A smile came across the woodsman's face. "I have it, Princess. I shall find a pig, and slice out its heart. When I show it to the Queen, she'll have no choice but to believe I've killed you."  

"Are you an imbecile?" Snow White replied, but before the woodsman could raise his gaze to meet her eyes to understand the sudden change in her tone, the princess folded her arms below her breasts, making them seem impossibly larger.  

"Your Highness?"  

"All I mean," Snow White said, a slight shimmy of her shoulders causing her bosom to sway hypnotically, "is that the Queen, with all her power and wisdom, will immediately be able to recognize the heart of a common animal."  

The woodsman bowed his head. "Yes, of course, Your Highness."  

She bent over, her breasts hanging like melons before his face, and it was all the woodsman could do to stop his hands reaching out and grasping them. He could feel his mouth hanging open at the sight of such perfect, almost-impossibly huge breasts.  

"But if you brought her the heart of another young woman..."  

The woodsman's eyes widened.  

"W-what are you suggesting, princess?"  

"Well," she shrugged. "You were willing enough to kill one young woman. But if you were to spare my life, and kill another in my place... I'm sure I could find some way to reward you."  

His mind was racing. She couldn't mean... she couldn't expect him to...  

"Perhaps," she said, putting his wildest fear into words. "Your daughter?"  

The sight of Snow White's perfect globes filled the woodsman's mind, and gave him an unexpected clarity.  

His daughter wasn't getting better. Not so long as Snow White was alive. Even if he tricked the Queen into giving him the fortune, she would soon work out that Snow White was still alive, and the woodsman knew what that meant.  

Even after getting paid, he wouldn't have enough time for the medicine men to cure his daughter. He would have to spend his life on the run, his sickly daughter slowing him down.  

They would eventually be caught.  

All he had to do to save his daughter was slay the topless princess in front of him. All he had to do was end her life, and his daughter’s would be saved. But he knew that he couldn’t—for all the gold in the kingdom, he couldn’t harm the young woman and her incredible, perfect breasts. He couldn’t kill Snow White, and so his daughter was doomed.  

And if she was to die anyway, well… better a fast death than a long, slow one.  

Her death wouldn't be in vain. It would be so that Snow White and her perfect breasts could continue existing in the world. That, the woodsman knew, was truly priceless.  

"Yes, Your Highness," he said.  

"Good," Snow White nodded.  

With a smile, she sank to her knees, her breasts bouncing at the movement. She knelt, looking up at the woodsman with her innocent, doe-like eyes, her hands still on her tits. Even as he watched, she began massaging them, kneading her fingers into her firm, smooth flesh.  

"We have an accord," she said, her voice barely a whisper. "You may... you may stroke yourself, and finish on my chest."  

The woodsman did as he was told, his hands moving quickly to his breeches. For just a moment, an image of his sick daughter appeared to him, seeming to ask him what he was doing, to plead for her life—but the vision was quickly replaced by the huge breasts in front of him, filling his mind, crowding out all other thoughts.  

He watched, transfixed, as Snow White's hands caressed her breasts. Her fingers moved to her nipples, rubbing and pinching the red, erect nubs.  

And as he freed his engorged cock, the woodsman knew that, for this chance, he would gladly give it all. He would lose everything, if only he could watch Snow White's massive breasts jiggling as she touched them.  

Truly, she was the bustiest babe of them all.  

The princess's eyes lit up as she saw the woodsman's erection, head glistened with precum. He was already close, and as he began to stroke his cock, the tip pointed right at Snow White, the young woman continued playing with her tits.  

"Now I see why they call you the WOODsman..." she said, with a giggle.  

Her giggle was like a melody, and the sound was almost enough to make the woodsman come right then and there. But he was determined to draw it out, to prolong this experience.  

He'd never seen such a rack before. No one had. Snow White's tits were perfect.  

The way her tits swelled from her chest, the way they strained against her skin as she cupped them... it was no wonder the Queen was jealous of her. It was no wonder she wanted her step-daughter out of the way.  

But the woodsman knew now, no man alive would harm her. Not when they had even a chance to see what he’d been given the boon of seeing.  

Snow White moaned, squeezing her tits harder, her fingers pinching her nipples. The woodsman was transfixed. He stroked his cock, the head of his dick only a foot from the young woman's face. Had she offered to touch it, to stroke him, he would have given her more than he'd promised already. More than his daughter's life.  

He would have given her his very soul.  

But he knew that she wouldn't, that she never would. This was the closest he'd get to heaven on earth. This was the closest he'd get to God's glory. Standing over the buxom teenage girl as she played with her tits, the massive globes bouncing as her fingers rubbed and squeezed.  

“Princess, I grow close,” the woodsman gasped, the pressure in his balls almost too much to bear.  

Snow White smiled up at him.  

“Find your climax,” she ordered, "and coat my breasts in your seed. Drench me with your release. Show the world who truly has the greatest tits in the land.”  

Her words pushed the woodsman over the edge. With a roar, he began to come. Thick, white ropes of cum sprayed from his cock, shooting over Snow White's chest and tits, splattering on her smooth skin.  

"Yes," the princess cooed, "cover me in it!"  

She squeezed her tits together, pressing her huge mounds together and letting the woodsman's cum drip between her cleavage. He continued to fire, again and again, until she was completely coated in his cum, her breasts glistening with the white, sticky fluid.  

As the last of his release oozed from his cock, the woodsman looked down.  

Her skin was so white, it was almost impossible to tell where the expanse of her breasts ended and his own seed began. The sight of the beautiful, young woman, her hands on her cum-covered breasts, made his softening cock twitch once more.  

"Thank you," Snow White giggled, rising to her feet.  

The woodsman watched her dress, unable to believe that he'd really just seen what must have been the most banging set of boobs in the kingdom. No, the world!  

He knew the Queen was going to be furious, and that he'd lose everything he had. But the memory of Snow White's incredible breasts would live on in his mind, a constant source of joy. Even as he used his axe to remove his sickly daughter’s heart, even as he left his home and was forced to spend the rest of his life on the run, even as he grew old and grey and lonely, the woodsman knew he’d be smiling.  

He'd be smiling, for he had seen the bustiest babe of all.  










Fucked-Up Fairy Tales

Snow White and the Guards

"Mirror, mirror, on the wall, who is the bustiest babe of all?"

The Queen's face darkened once more at the answer she was given.

"Though you have fantastic tit, they can't compete with Snow White's fit."

The first time she'd heard this answer, she'd sent the woodsman to kill her step-daughter. When he'd returned with a heart—a heart, which she had easily been able to confirm as belonging to a teenage girl—she'd given him his fortune and let him go, paying no heed to the terrified look on his face.

After all, ’twas a look the Queen frequently evoked.

But when she'd tried to confirm her triumph with the mirror the next day, the bust of her step-daughter's had again been named as greater than her own.

The Queen’s fury was unleashed. She summoned the palace guards and oredered to explore the forest, to find Snow White... and to kill her on sight.

Even the loyal leader of the guard had blanched at her request, but she knew what to do. 

She knew what no man—regardless of rank, or role, or relationship—could resist.

***

The leader of the guard rapped on the door to the woodsman's cottage. He wasn't expecting to find anyone here—neither the woodsman nor his daughter had been seen for days, and were assumed to have fled after betraying the Queen.

So he and his men were surprised when the door opened, and they were greeted with Snow White, the very belle they'd been instructed to kill.

She was wearing a top that seemed to be much too small for her. The guards had no way of knowing that it had belonged to the woodsman's daughter, that she'd found it when hiding out in his cottage.

What they did know was that the material stretched tight across her chest, giving the guards clear view of her ruby-red nipples, that with her every motion, her tits jiggled enticingly.

"Hello?" she said, and all three of the guards immediately knew they had never encountered a more sheltered girl. In stark contrast to her buxom, almost sinful body, Snow White's voice was that of pure innocence.

The guards were frozen, and the leader had to give his men a moment to regain their bearings.

"You are Snow White, daughter of the King," he said, his own voice raspy.

"I am," she said. "But why are you here?"

"We are here to—"

He stopped, his gaze drawn to her tits once more. He licked his lips. His men were similarly mesmerized.

Snow White smiled, and the guard could see her hand moving up her chest, towards her tits.

"We are here..."

"We are here to kill you," the man closest to her bellowed, raising his sword.

"No," the third guard said, lowering his companion's weapon. "Wait."

The man had a kind face, and his eyes were wide as he took in the sight of Snow White's barely-clothed boobs.

"We were sent by the Queen," the man said.

Snow White's hand moved to her chest. "How can I help?" she asked innocently.

"The Queen has ordered us to kill you," the man said, shaking his head sadly. "And while I wish nothing more than to let you live, she has offered us the greatest reward in exchange for your death. The greatest reward any man can imagine."

Snow White's face fell, and the guard leader wanted nothing more than to take her to his chest, hold her tight, and assure her that everything was going to be all right.

But he knew everything *wasn’t* going to be all right. Even if he was able to resist the Queen and order his men to stand down, the offer the ruler had made to each of them...

It was an offer that no man could say no to. And though it went against every moral fiber in his body, the captain of the guard knew he had to do it.

He had to murder a teenage girl... or, at the very least, stand by while his men did.

"We can't let you go," the kind-faced guard said, "no matter how we may feel. But we can make sure that your death is swift."

"Swift," the more aggressive guard repeated, a frown on his face. Though he was clearly excited for the reward he'd been promised, he took no joy in what he had to do.

That made three of them.

"Wait!" Snow White said, as the men's hands reached for their swords.

They paused, their gazes drawn once more to the young woman's massive chest.

"Before you slay me, at least let me know what the Queen has promised you. Perhaps I can find something of similar worth?"

The guard leader frowned. "Princess, the offer we've been given is truly beyond price. Nothing you have could compare to what we've been promised."

"Please," she insisted, clasping her hands together and causing her boobs to sway most enticingly. "Just let me know what she's offered you."

"Princess, we've been offered the chance to touch the Royal Breast."

The words hung in the air, and Snow White's eyes widened.

"As I said, you would have no means to match her offer," the guard leader continued. "And so, though it fills me with regrets..."

But before he could finish his sentence, Snow White reached up and tore the thin cloth covering her breasts, revealing her massive set of honkers to the men. All three of them gasped. 

The tits in front of them were perfect, round and full, and as they watched, the teenage girl began to massage them.

"Y-you truly have the finest bosom I've ever seen," the guard leader said, his voice breathy, and he knew his men were just as impressed. "But the Queen… we can’t refuse her. We have a job, and we are sworn to complete it.”

Snow White's eyes widened with fear as the three men reluctantly pulled their swords. It took everything they had to resist the pair of perfect, yummy tits in front of them... but they were trained professionals, and able to resist even the strongest of temptations.

But, as they raised their swords, Snow White's eyes caught the guard captain's. They were wide, innocent, the eyes of a child.

"Are my bazoongas not also the Royal Breast?" she asked, her voice barely louder than a gasp, and as the words passed her lips, the three men knew that she was right.

The breasts right in front of them, which were already so much bigger, so much fuller, than the Queen's, were also of royal blood.

The kind-eyed guard gulped, and nodded in response.

"Then I propose a counter-offer," Snow White said, her ruby-red lips pursed in a pout. She looked down at her chest, and the three guards' eyes followed. Her tits were so huge and round, her nipples so stiff and red. She cupped them with her hands, and all three men had to fight to stop themselves groaning.

"You can touch my breasts," she said. "Let me live, and I shall allow each of you to touch these breasts."

The guards couldn't believe what they were hearing. It was better than the Queen's offer.

"Let us discuss this," the guard leader told her, but the two other guards shook their heads.

"I'm afraid not," the kind-eyed guard said. "An offer like this is too good to pass up. I'm sorry, sir, but we must do it."

The third guard nodded his agreement, and the guard captain smiled.

"Very well," he agreed. "We accept your offer."

Snow White's smile was like a ray of sunshine, and as she leaned back to present her chest to the three men, the guard leader knew that he'd made the right decision. They would no longer be able to serve at the palace, would no longer be able to protect the Queen and the kingdom...

But the feeling of her breasts in his hand, the knowledge that he got to touch a truly perfect set of bosoms, was worth any price.

The guards stepped forward, their hands moving to Snow White's chest. The guard leader was closest to her, and he reached her chest first, his fingers sinking into the soft flesh of her royal tit.

He'd never touched anything so perfect in his life. Her breasts were firm and pliant at the same time, and his mouth was practically watering with the desire to taste them. His fingers found her nipple, the red nub standing erect from the rest of her boobs, and he gave it a soft pinch. Snow White gasped, her chest heaving, pushing out her breasts even further.

With a grin, the kind-eyed guard reached her chest as well, his fingers groping the other of her massive breasts. He squeezed her, his hand kneading her skin. His fingers dug into the smooth silkiness of her mounds, her breasts so full, so round, so...

The last guard, who had been the first to try to strike her down, was the last to reach for her chest, and the other two men made room for him to enjoy the reward the Princess had offered them.

"Her tits are perfection," he groaned.

"They are the finest set of boobs in the kingdom," the kind-eyed guard replied.

“In the *world*,” the guard captain corrected.

The men's hands caressed her breasts, their fingers groping her softness, their eyes drinking in every detail of her huge boobs. They knew that no other woman would ever compare to what they were experiencing now, that Snow White's breasts were truly a gift from the gods.

And, they knew, they would do whatever it took to protect them.

"Thank you, my lady," the guard leader said. As he tugged on the stiff, red nub, Snow White moaned, her tits bouncing in their grasp. “Thank you for this blessing.”

"I am grateful," she said. "Grateful that you have spared me."

"You have saved your own life," the kind-eyed guard said.

"Your tits have saved your life," the third guard said, his hand moving to her other boob, his fingers digging into her smooth, flawless skin.

"I am not saved yet," Snow White said, and all three of the guards paused their molestation of her exposed flesh, their hands still full of the young woman's huge, bouncy boobs. "For you must return to the Queen. And when you do, she'll show you her breasts, and you'll be forced to tell her the truth."

"We shan’t,” the guard captain gulped, but he knew that she was right.

"I know that you won't mean to tell her," the princess said. "But when she shows you her chest, you'll have no choice. The truth will spill from you, you'll tell her where I am... and then I'll be dead."

She raised her hand, moving it atop the guard leader's, pressing him harder against her breast. She squeezed her own tit, the soft, supple swells of her chest giving way beneath her touch.

"I'll be dead, and these will be no more.”

A tear sprung to her eye, and the guard leader found himself getting misty-eyed as well. He couldn't imagine anything sadder than the thought that her breasts would no longer exist. The three guards had never seen such an incredible pair, and couldn't imagine the world without them.

"What can we do?" he asked. "Please, princess. We'll do anything."

A wicked smile appeared on Snow White's mouth, one that seemed at odds with the innocence of her voice.

“There is one thing you can do to save me," she said, and the three men nodded in unison.

“Anything,” the guard leader confirmed.

“Well, sir, a blind man would be immune to the Queen's exquisite breasts. If all of you were to be blinded..."

Her voice trailed off, and her eyes moved to the sword in his belt.

The guard captain gasped. "No," he breathed.

He felt his men step back, their hands falling away from Snow White's breasts.

"Princess, you can't be suggesting..."

"If you do this," she said, and for a moment the guard forgot that she was not related to the Queen by blood: she stood tall, her breasts pushed out, a regal tone to her voice.

"If you do this, I shall let you suckle at my chest. All three of you may *taste* the Royal Breast.”

At this promise, all three guards let out groans of desire. The guard captain could already imagine it: his mouth on her fullness, his lips wrapped around her stiff nipple, his tongue tasting the salty, sweet skin of her tit...

The guard captain squeezed her breast one last time, before drawing his dagger from its sheath.

"Very well, Princess," he said. "If it is what needs be done to keep you safe."

"Your sacrifice shall never be forgotten," the teenage girl promised. She reached up and gently guided the man's mouth to the tip of her breast, his lips finding her nipple.

As he took the stiff nub between his lips, the guard captain raised his dagger. And with the taste of her breast on his tongue, he willingly plunged it into his open eye.




Fucked-Up Fairy Tales

Snow White and the Seven Dwarfs

"Mirror, mirror, be my guide. Tell me: where does the Princess hide?"

For the fourth time in as many days, the Queen's face darkened at the answer she was given.

When her guards had returned, blind, she realized that she'd underestimated her step-daughter's beauty. Not only was Snow White's rack superior to her own, but the teenage princess was ruthless.

Like the Queen, she was willing to do whatever it took to survive.

The guards, when they'd returned, had refused to speak a word about where the princess could be found. And even allowing them to touch her breast, to suckle at her nipple—without being able to visually witness the near-perfection of her spectacular titties, the men had been able to resist her rack, and had refused to give up her location.

She'd sent more guards to explore the forest, but to her horror, they too had come back blind. Snow White's melons were so perfect that she'd been able to use them to convince many of her men to plunge their knives into their eyes, and every single guard had done it to protect her.

The Queen's army had been decimated—her position was weak, and the neighboring kingdoms were sure to take advantage.

She needed to get rid of Snow White, once and for all.

She needed to know where to find her step-daughter.

And so she'd turned back to the mirror, the magical device that could locate any soul in the entire kingdom.

"Snow White is hiding in the wood. And even there, her rack's so good."

The Queen still had a few guards remaining, and so she'd given them a simple order.

Burn it down. Burn it all down.

***

The dwarfs saw the flames from their mountain dwelling, but—being subterranean creatures, with no contact with the humans living on the surface world—they chose to do nothing.

"Perhaps it's a forest fire?" one of the dwarfs said. "We've seen them before."

The other six nodded, their heads bobbing. The trees would burn and the animals would flee, but their mining would be unaffected, and that was all they cared about.

Well, almost all.

They returned to mining the precious gemstones that lay beneath their mountain, their day spent in hard labor. But when they returned home, they saw an unexpected consequence of the fire they'd witnessed earlier that day.

"Oh my," a young girl said, her hands clasped to her cheeks as the seven dwarfs entered the room. “What manner of creature be you?”

She was dressed in a corset which barely covered her massive chest, the material straining against the weight of her boobs.

“We are dwarfs,” the first dwarf replied gruffly. "And who are you?"

"I'm Snow White," she replied, her voice soft and shy. "I saw the forest burning, and I ran here. I found the entrance to your home, and... well, I hope you don't mind, but I needed to hide."

"Of course we mind," the second dwarf replied with a scowl. "This is our home, not yours."

"I understand," she said, her voice sad. "I'll leave if that's what you wish."

She made as if to rise, and as she did, the corset covering her chest strained, and the dwarfs were surprised to find themselves leaning forward at the sight of it.

It had been many a century since they'd cared about anything but the gemstones in the mountains, and they hadn't seen a woman in decades—not since they'd left their homeland almost a thousand years earlier. Each of them was affianced, waiting at home for them to collect enough gemstones for a proper dwarfen dowry.

But it was not their wives that the dwarfs were thinking about now.

"Well, hold on a second," the third dwarf said.

"Perhaps we can come to some arrangement," the fourth dwarf continued.

"An arrangement?" the fifth dwarf mused. "Yes, I'm sure we can think of something."

The sixth dwarf licked his lips. "Can you cook?"

"I cannot," Snow White confessed. "As the princess of the land, I was never taught the basic skills of housework. But aside from that... I would be willing to do anything to repay your hospitality."

The seventh dwarf, the largest of them all, smiled. "Anything?"

Snow White nodded, her ruby-red lips pressed together.

The dwarfs were silent for a long minute, each of them lost in thought.

"Very well, fair maiden," the seventh dwarf said. "You can remain with us."

"Thank you," Snow White said, a smile spreading across her gorgeous face. "I'm so glad to have found such generous dwarfs."

She stood, her corseted chest bouncing. All seven of the dwarfs found their eyes drawn to the massive cleavage on display.

"But in return," the seventh dwarf continued, "you must take care of our needs."

"Your needs?" Snow White said, her cheeks flushing. She seemed too innocent to understand that there was only one reason why seven unmarried male dwarfs would be so interested in having a busty teenage girl share their home. "But I told you, I don't know how to cook, or clean."

The dwarfs stared at her, clearly not buying it.

"But perhaps..."

Snow White's fingers moved to her corset, and the dwarfs watched with bated breath as the young woman undid the strings holding the tight material together. With an exhale of breath, the garment fell to the floor, leaving Snow White standing in front of them with her enormous breasts on display.

The dwarfs' mouths were hanging open as they watched Snow White's hands move to her breasts, her palms cupping her huge, round boobs.

"Perhaps if I dressed like this, you would be entertained? Would that... fulfil your needs?"

"You'd need to do more than that, missy," the smallest dwarf said. He and his brethren were too transfixed by her bare, bouncing chest to notice Snow White's face drop at their reply.

She, like most humans, knew very little about dwarfs. She had no idea, for example, that their fixation on money, gemstones, and mining left them less vulnerable to her seductive charms than the average human.

"L-like what?" she said, suddenly unsure of herself.

"You'd need to play with those titties, for starters,” the second dwarf said, his gaze fixed on the young woman's breasts.

"Of course," Snow White said with relief. The dwarfs stared, eyes wide, jaws hanging open, their mouths practically watering at the sight of the teenage princess's perfect breasts as she began to play with herself, her fingers sinking into her soft, smooth skin. Her fingers found her nipples, and as her audience of seven watched, Snow White gave her nipples a soft tug, her boobs swaying enticingly as the dwarfs watched.

"Like that?"

"Good," the fourth dwarf grunted, nodding. "Now, stroke your boobies, and say 'My, what a big pickaxe you have.'"

Snow White nodded, her cheeks flushed red. The dwarfs were all watching her, and she could see that the fronts of each of their pants were bulging.

"My," she said, squeezing her massive breasts. "W-what a big pickaxe you have."

"And now," the fifth dwarf said, licking his lips, "drop to your knees, and offer to polish our gemstones."

Snow White's cheeks reddened, but her smile remained. She got down on her hands and knees, her huge breasts hanging from her chest. Her body was so petite that her boobs looked even larger than before, and as she spoke, she gave them a soft bounce.

"May I polish your gemstones, good sirs?" she said in a sultry voice.

The dwarfs watched as she moved into a kneeling position and squeezed her boobs, her fingers sinking into the smooth, flawless skin of her tits.

"Oh, I'll give you gemstones," the fourth dwarf said, his voice a growl. His hand moved to his pants, undoing his fly, and he pulled out his hard, throbbing dwarfen cock.

Snow White's eyes widened. None of the men even came up to her nipples, yet the dwarfs' member was at least twice as large as the woodsman's cock had been.

"Open that mouth, girl," the first dwarf growled, following his brother's lead and removing his own member.

“But–oh, I don't think..."

"Do you want to stay?" the smallest dwarf asked, pulling his pants down to reveal a cock half as long as his entire body. "You're asking us for help, without any gems to pay us."

"B-but I thought... my breasts..."

"Your breasts aren't enough, dearie," the second dwarf said.

"But if you're willing to work," the sixth dwarf added, "then we're willing to let you stay."

The dwarfs had now all revealed their cocks, and Snow White's eyes moved over the seven enormous members. It had been one thing to show her tits to men, and even to let them touch and suckle at her breasts... but to open her mouth for them?

"Otherwise," the fourth dwarf said, "you're going to have to leave, and go back into the forest."

Snow White could still taste the ash in her mouth. She remembered how relieved she had been to the hole in the ground. She'd barely escaped with her life, and there was no guarantee that she'd make it again.

"Very well," she said, her ruby-red lips parted. "I'll do it. You can put it in."

She leaned back, her hands on her hips. The dwarfs all stared, their mouths hanging open, as her breasts bounced enticingly.

"I'm ready," the young woman said.

The dwarfs looked at each other. Then, there was a flurry of activity as they fought to decide who would get to go first.

In the end, it was dwarf who had been first to remove his cock who had won the honor.

"Open your mouth, girlie," the small man said. His head barely reached past her chin, even as she knelt beside him.

Snow White's eyes flicked to the other six dwarfs. They were all staring at her with the same hungry look, each of their erections pointing right at her.

"Y-you promise you'll let me stay if I do this?" she asked.

"Of course, missy," the dwarf said, his hand moving to her cheek. He patted it, and Snow White's lips parted slightly. "We're dwarfs of our word."

She looked up, meeting his gaze.

"And you don't need to worry about us going further," he added. "We're all betrothed, and would never cheat on our wives-to-be."

Snow White's forehead wrinkled at the logic, but soon she nodded. "Then I… I accept your terms,” the busty princess said.

The dwarf smiled, and he stepped closer, his hardness bobbing in the air as he approached her, and his cock slid into her mouth.

Snow White had never sucked a dick before, let alone a dwarf’s. So the feeling of the engorged member in her mouth was a completely new experience. At the taste of his salty skin, a soft shudder ran through her body.

"You have to use your tongue, lassie!” the fifth dwarf called, and Snow White did, running her wet muscle along the underside of the dwarf's cock. He groaned, and his hands reached out, roughly grabbing her tits for support as her lips moved along his length.

"Take him into your throat, dear," the third dwarf added, and Snow White did. It felt like the dwarf's cock filled every inch of her mouth. Her hands were at her side, and she squeezed her fists as she sucked the dwarf's huge member.

She'd had no choice, she knew, and the sooner she finished the first dwarf, the sooner it would all be over. And so, with that in mind, Snow White sucked the dwarf harder, her lips sliding along his length, her wet tongue on his skin.

"Yes," the small man growled, his hands squeezing her boobs harder as she sucked him. "That's it!"

His grip on her breasts tightened and his fingers dug into her soft, smooth flesh, and then he came, his cock spasming as his load sprayed into her mouth. It tasted of dirt and dust, as all dwarf semen did, and Snow White swallowed it quickly, not wanting to think about what she was doing.

She'd done it, though. She'd swallowed a dwarf's load, and would be allowed to stay here.

But even as the first dwarf stepped back, his cock still hard, another stepped forward. His cock was even bigger, and when she saw it, Snow White's eyes widened. He didn't pause, didn't hesitate. The second dwarf just stepped forward and pushed his cock into her mouth, his hands moving to her chest.

And then, as she sucked him, she felt another hand on her breast. She glanced down, and saw the first dwarf stroking his still-hard cock as he groped her tit-flesh, his thick fingers sinking into her soft, smooth skin.

The second dwarf was soon replaced by the third, and then the fourth. Each time Snow White finished with one, another appeared. By the time she'd finished the fifth, she could see that the first four were still hard, and had never once taken their eyes off her. Their gazes had followed her huge, bouncing breasts, their hands stroking their hard, thick cocks.

"Please," Snow White said, as the sixth dwarf's cock slid into her mouth. "Let me rest!"

But her pleas were unheard, as the dwarfs were fixated on the sight of their young visitor's breasts, her tits swaying in front of her.

The sixth dwarf didn't last much longer than the first five, and Snow White's mouth was soon filled with another earthy load.

"Please," she repeated, her voice ragged and her mouth full, but the sixth dwarf just stepped away, and was replaced by the seventh. And then the first, again, and then the second...

It was many hours before the dwarfs ran out of steam, and Snow White was finally allowed to sleep, her naked chest pressed against the stone floor as she curled up on the ground, her body sore, her mind racing, her breasts covered in come and bruises.

But, she thought to herself as she drifted off to sleep, still she lived. And still, despite the Queen’s best efforts, did she have the finest rack in the land.
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